To the waiter who was depositing it in its appointed
place she handed the little parcel containing the eighth
salt-cellar., and then departed to the kitchen: the chef
was occupied at one end of the range stirring a sauce
in a little tall copper saucepan.
Having tried, but unsuccessfully, to discover how the
mellowness of sauce mousseline was to be obtained, she
urged her maid not to wait until the last minute before
putting on her Breton festival dress and returned to
her own room. There, ridding herself at last of hat and
coat, she began to lay out her husband's clothes.
At every other moment the bell of the service stair-
case rang. Now it was a girl bringing a basket of rolls.
Now it wTas the petit fours, now the ice. At five o'clock
Monsieur Varambaud came home: and the waiters,
having finished their work, were beginning their own
dinner when the front-door bell rang twice, announc-
ing Cecile.
To the great astonishment of the waiter wrho was
moving to open the door Madame Varambaud rushed
past him and threw it open herself.
"Well?" she cried.
They had had Alexander of Macedon.
Madame Varambaud sighed a deep sigh of relief.
Cecile had done him only the evening before. She
immediately addressed a private prayer of collective
thanks to the three Persons of the Holy Trinity: then
followed by Cecile and Madame Annelle, she made for
her daughter's room.
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